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Sleep for this season without distress;
The Sphere against thee doth scheme duresse:
Foi cruel it is and pitiless;
Its aiding thee were an idle gues.s.
I fear thou wilt mickle anguish gain.

O Narcisse of love, in slumbei lie;
Clutch Foitune'b skirt and for mercy ciy;
With fear and dread ope the inward eye,
The end of the woe with heed desciy:
Thou'lt be as toy by disaster ta'en!

Rest, lest in the ciadle peacefully,
A few brief nights from affliction fiee.
Oh think, I pray, what the end will be;
Foi milk it is blood shall be given thee:
The beaker of haish repioach thou'lt drain.

Sleep, Jasmine-breast, in the ciadle heie;
On this course will bide not the lolling sphere,
Nor will turn the stais on this wise foi e'er;
See how they'll deal by thee, my dear:

Thou'lt be the wheel on the stream of bane.

With wakefulness no communion keep;
If aidance come, it will come through sleep.
The Sphere will pledge thee in poison deep;
Thy work will be Ghalib-like to weep.
The icbeck at doloui's feast, thou'lt plain.

The following is from the description of the Logos:
From the Same. [404]

An elder youthful-heaitcd, wise of thought,
Received as host them who that Plcasaunce sought:
His name the Logos, and his self full deai,
Ilis life precedent to the ancient Sphere.
The souls of Love and Beauty well he knew;